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Adas Primus , Prima . 



V t'rlob* Qmene Elinor ,Pentbroke, lflex, and S^- 

K >OwtyCbatillion, what would Fr*i« with vs ? 

1 c^f. Thus (after gtecting)fpcakes the King 
of France, 

__ l fn my behauiour to the Mniefty, 

The borrowed Maietty of£»*Whecre. 

A ftrange beginning : borrowed Maiclty f 
K.l'ohn. Silence (good mothcr)facare the Embaflie. j 
Cto #Philip of Fr/iwc<?, in right and true bchalfe , 

Of thy decealcd brother, Geffreyes fonne, 

^ r ^# r Plantaginet % laies moft lawfull claimc 
Jo this faire Hand ,and the Territories. 

To Ireland, Poyttiers, Avion *, Torayne .Maine, 

Defiring thee to lay afidc the fword 
Which fwaies vfurpingly thefe feucrall titles, 

And put the Umc into yong Arthur: hand , 

Thy Nephew, and right roynllScucraigne. ^ 

H John. What folio wes if we difallow of this ? 

Chat . The proud controle offierce and bloudy warre, 
Toinforcethefeiights,lo forcibly with-held, 

K,Io. Hccrc haue we war for war,& bloud for bloud, 
Controlcmenc for controlemcnr: fo anfwer France* 

Chat . Then take my Kings defiance Horn my mouth, 
The fartheft limit of my Embaffie. ^ 

K. lohn . Bcare mine to him,and lo depart in peace, 

Be thou as lightning in the eies of France ; 

For ere thqu canft report, I will be there: 

The thunefer of my Cannofa fhall be heard. 

So hence :be thou the trumpet of our wrath, 

And fullen prefage ofyour owne decay: 

An honourable conduct let him haue, 

Pembroke looke too’c; farewell ChattiSion . 

Exit Chat, and Vem. 

Fie. What now my ionne, haue I not euer find 
How that ambitious Constance would not ccafe 
Till (he had kindled France and all the world, 

Vpon the right and party of her fonne. 

This might haue beenc preuented,and made whole 
With very cafie arguments of loue, 

Which now the mannage of two kingdomes mud 
With fearefull bloudy iflue arbitrate. 

KJohn . Our ftrong poffeflion, and our right for vs. 
E/i.Your ftrong poflefsio much more then your right, 
Or elfe it muft go wrong with you and me, i 
So much my confcicncc whifpers in your care. 


Which none but heauen, and you, and I, frail heare. 
Enter a Sberiffe . 

EJJex. My Liege, here is theftrangeft controuerfie 
Come from the Country to be iudg'd by you 
That ere I heard : fhall I produce the men ? 

KJohn. Let them approach : 

Our Abbics and our Priories fhall pay 
This expeditious charge * what men are you ? 

Enter Robert Faulconbridge .andphiltp. 

Philip . Your faithfull fubiedtj a gentleman. 

Borne in, A/ ortharnptonJJjre , and cldeft fonne 
As I fuppofc, to Robert Faulconbridge , 

ASouldier by the Honor-giuing-hand 
Of Cordchon , Knighted in the field. 

AT. John. What art thou? 

Robert . The fon and heire to that fame Faulconbriige. 
KJohn. Is tint rhe elder,and art thou thc hcyre? 

Y on came not of one mother then it icemes. 

Philip. Moft certain of one mocher,mighty King, 
That is well knowne,and as I thinke one father; 
Bucforthc cerraine knowledge of that truth, 

I put you ore to heauen, and to my mother; , 

Of that I doubt, as all mens children may. 

Eli. Out on thee rude man, y doft fhamc thy mother. 
And wound her honor with this diffidence. 

Phil. 1 Madame ? No,I haue no reafon for it, 

That is my brothers plea, and none of mine. 

The which if he can proue, a pops me out, 

At leaft from faire fiuc hundred pound ayeerc : 

Heauen guard my mothers honor, and my Land. 

KJohn . A good blunt fellow:why being yongcr born 
Doth he lay claimc to thine inheritance ? 

Phil. I know net why > exceptto get the land: 

But once he flanderd me with baftardy : 

But where I be as true begot or no, 

That ftill I lay vpon my mothers head. 

But that I am as well begot my Liege 
(Faire fall the bones that tooke the paines for me) 
Compare our faces, and beludgeyour lclfe 
If old Sir Egbert did beget vs both. 

And were our father, and this fonne like him: 

O old fir %obert Father, on my knee 
I giuc heauen,thankcs I was not like to thee. 
KJohn.Why what a mad-cap hath heauen lent vs here? 
Elen. He hath a tricke of Cordeliens fi fee, 

The accent of his tongue affe&etb him: 

Doc you not read fome tokens of my fonne 
In the large compofition of this man ? 


































































